TheTragedietf 

What fhall T faie? to fafcgard thine owne life* 

The be ft way is to venge my Gloceftcrs death. 

Gaunt Gods is the quarrcll for Gods fubftitute, 

His deputy annointed in his fight. 

JHathcaufd his death, the which if wrongfully. 

Let hcauen reuengc, for I may ncuer lift 
An angry arme againft his miniftcr. 

Buch. Where then may 1 complainemy felfef 
Gaunt T o God the widdowes Champion and defence, 
Buch. Why thenl willjfarcwell olde Gaunt, 

T hou goeft to Coventry, there to behold 
Our Coofen Hereford and fell Mowbray fight. 

O fet my husbands wrongeson Hereford* fpeare. 

That it may enter butchers Mowbraiesbreftj 
Or ifmiffortune mifte the fitft caiicr, 

Be Mowbraics finnes fo heauy in hisbofome 
That they may breake his foming courfers backe. 

And throw the rider headlonginthe hftej. 

Acaitiue recreant to my Coofen Hereford, 

Farewell old Gaunt, thy fometimes brothers wife. 

With her companion Gi iefe muft end her life. 

Gaunt Sifter farewell,! muft to Couentry,. 

As much good flay with thee, as go with me. 

Buch. Yet one word more, gride boundeth where is fals. 
Not with the emptmes, hollownes, but weights 
3 take my leauc before I haue begone. 

For forrow endcs not when it feemeth done* 

Commend me to thy brother Edmund Yorke. 

Loth s is all: nay yet depart not fo. 

Though this bea) y doe not fo quickly go: 

3 fhall remember more: Bid him, ah what? 

AVuh all good fpeedc at Plafhie vifire me, 

Alackc and what (ball good olde Yorke there fee, 

But empty lodgings and vnfurniihc wals. 

Vnpeopled offices, vntroddenftoncs. 

And what cheere there for welcome but my grones? 
Therfoic commend me, lethim not come there, 


To 


King Rkhird thefecond. 

To feeke out forrow that dw els euei y where. 

Defolate defolatc will I hence and die: 

Thelaftlcaue of thee takes my weeping cic. Exeunt, 

Enter herd Marshall and the Duke AHmtrle. 

Mar, My Lord Aumerle is Harry Hcrford arjndc? 

^tum. Yea at all points, and longs to enter in. 

Mar. The Duke of Norfolke frightfully and bold, 
Staics but the fummons of the appellants trumpet. 

Aunt. Why then the Champions arc prepard and ftay 
For nothing but his maiefties approach. 

“The trumpets found and the King enters 1 tilth his nobles \mhen 
they are fet, enter the Duke of l^or folks in armes defendant, 

K inf Marshall demaunde of yonder Champion, 

The caufc of his arriuall here in armes, 

Aske him his name, and orderly proccede 
T o fweare him in the iuftice of his caufc. 

Mar. In Gods name and the Kings fay who thou art. 
And why thoucomcft thus knightly clad in armes, 

Againft what man thou com ft and what thy quarell. 

Speake truly on thy knighthoode, and thy oth» 

As fo defend the hcauen and thy valour. 

Mom. My name is Thomas Mowbray Duke of Norfolke, 
Who hither come ingaged by my oath, 
(WhichGoddefendea Knight fliduid violate) 

Both to defend my loyalty and truth, 

To God, my King, and my fucceeding iffiic, 

Againft theDuke ofHerford that appeales me. 

And by the grace of God, and this mine arme, 

T o proue him in defending ofmy felfe. 

A tr aitour to my God, my King, and me. 

And as I trucly fight,dcfend me hcauen. 

The trumpets found. Enter Duke of Hereford 
appellant in armour. 

King Marfball aske yonder Knight in artnes. 
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